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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

OLD SPRING 

The flowering crabtrees 

Have melted like the twilights. 

Here a brown road 
Dull amid bark shadows 
And an old man walking — 

And between the woods 

The dandelions 

Like dried scattered leaves. 

But in my country 
The spring is old. 
The violet and red 
Are laid in earth, 
Will not be lost. 

And I there, standing, 
Or moving slowly. 

THE SILENT DAYS 

Here men go 

In and out of doors 

And women stand — 

Beneath dry trees 

A child drifts and is still. 
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Yvor Winters 



With brevity 

Men break a bitter bread. 

My books 

Are fallen leaves — 

I, unidentified, 

As books passed by at will. 



LAMENT, BESIDE AN ACEQUIA, FOR THE WIFE OF 
AWA-TSIREH 

Two caballeros, 
Smooth in the valley, 
Laughed — their horses bucked. 
The summer foaming. 

San Udefonso 
In colors 
Faint as dust— 
Flower-dripping dancers — 
One cannot think 
So far away. 

And thinking, 
Women die, 
O Awa-tsireh ! 

The faded roads 
May never move. 
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